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Drawn 


James never knocked like other people. He pounded his fist on the door-three thumps, break, and one more, 


followed by "Open up, Newkid!" 


The middle of the afternoon | dragged myself out of bed as soon as the door rattled. | paused in the narrow 
hallway to scrub the sleep out of my eyes. A deep breath later, | pulled the door open 


With a hand on each side of the door, James blew his hair out of his face, then shifted forward. Before | had 


a chance to invite him in, he pushed past me and shouldered the door shut 

His eyebrows rose. "What's up?" 

"Uh . . . nothing?" 

| took a step back, then another, until my heels bumped into the wall, all the time scrutinizing his face. Was it 


one of the "good" days, or one of the "let's fuck with Newkid" days? True, there'd been mostly good days in 


the recent months, and it'd been a long time since he'd pulled some big-time shit on me, but still. Every time | 


opened the door for him, the edge of wariness drove into my stomach. 
"Nothing?" He leaned in, way into my personal space, a smirk under his overgrown moustache. 


| flattened myself against the wall. I'd thought about him, wished he would stop by, and now he was here. | 
licked my lips. My gaze darted to the bed, with its messed up blanket and pillows, then back to him. 


"Just catching up on some sleep," | finished as he planted a hand on the wall above my shoulder. Was it 
obvious that before | fell asleep, I'd given in to a fantasy starring James, a very naked James, which had 
resulted in sticky sheets? 


James-not naked, unfortunately-moved closer; his thigh pushed against mine. He crowded the small space with 
his body, with his whole presence, with his smell even. Beer on his breath, but also the smell of too many days 
spent on the road, the smell of fucking too many groupies, the smell that was all James. The smell that always 
made my breath hitch in my throat whenever he was so close. Of course, James would say that my breathing 


problems were due to my excessive weed consumption, but what did he know. 


| was in my room, doing shit, and suddenly, boom!" He snapped his fingers, then curled them around my neck. "| 
had an idea." 


"What idea?" Mentally, | crossed my fingers for one of the "good" days. 

"You'll see." 

His hand slipped down, pressed into my chest, fingers-splayed. If he wanted, he could touch my nipples with the 
tips of his thumb and pinky. Warmth seeped through the cotton of my t-shirt. His hand sneaked under the 
fabric. Rough with cuts and scrapes from the latest bike accident, it rested on my belly. | willed it to move, to 
explore, to do anything it damn pleased, but it sat there, teasing with the possibilities of what it could do to 


me. 


We held each other's gaze. In my head, the familiar buzz of anticipation drowned out the memory of all the 


past experiences involving James being a bastard to me. 


He wrapped a strand of my hair around his finger. "Take your shirt off" It came out as a soft request, rather 


than a demand, but it was a demand nonetheless. 


| pulled the t-shirt over my head, dropped it to the floor. My heart thudded in rhythm with the red neon sign 
blinking in my head: "Good day. Good day." 


"That's it" He ran his hands up my arms, grabbed my shoulders and turned us both around so we faced the 


main room. "Now get on the bed," he encouraged me. 


Like | needed encouragement. 


Stretched on the bed, | watched him help himself to a beer from the minibar. He flicked the cap toward the 
trash can and snorted when it landed on the floor instead. Leaning against the dresser he took a long pull, 


draining almost half of the bottle. With the back of his hand he wiped his mouth. 

| straightened my shoulders and pulled my stomach in, self-conscious under his amused gaze. The bed and | 
still reeked of sex-the lonely kind of sex-but that | didn't mind. The smell of blood was supposed to boost a 
shark's appetite, right? 

The empty bottle clanked against the top of the dresser. His hair spilled over his face as he dropped a knee 
onto the mattress. With a grin-teeth, all these teeth flashing—he straddled me. He traced a finger from my 
chin, down my chest, along the path of thin hairs which disappeared behind the waistband of my jeans. The 

finger lingered there, toying with the top button of my fly. 

| held my breath and stared back at him. You want to, | thought. Go ahead, | dared him with my eyes. 


On its way down, his finger pressed on the buttons, one by one, and, effectively, pressed on my cock, too, 


which had already done a good job of overcrowding my jeans. 
"| wanna do a little art project," James said, pulling his hand away to scratch his chin. 


"Huh?" Air whooshed out of me. Out of all the things | wanted him to say-Strip. Suck it. Take it, you bitch-this 


one was missing from my list. 

"Just fucking trust me. Turn over." He shifted his weight and lifted one knee, making room for me to move. 

| did. He settled across the back of my thighs. | folded my arms above my head and let my cheek drop on the 
pillow. Trust James. Been there, done that, got an "I'm such a sucker" t-shirt. And yet, here | was, always 
willing to get in line for another one, because some days-most of the days, in fact-ended up being the good 


kind of days. | counted on today heading in the same general direction 


Out of the corner of my eye | saw his hand with two markers: black and red. So he wasn't kidding with that 
"art" thing. 


"What are you doing?" | asked. 

‘I've been working on this one idea, and now | wanna see it live. On you." His hand squeezed my ass. 
Great. What did | get myself into this time? "Can | say no?" 

"No." 


| didn't want to say no anyway. 


Something pointed-a marker?-touched the skin between my shoulder blades. It tickled My shoulders twitched. 


"Don't move." He set a hand in the small of my back. Its knuckles wandered up my spine, forcing an "Ungh" out 


of me. | arched into the mattress, trying, but not very hard, to escape from the pressure. 


His hair wisped over my back, tickling, but in a different, more subtle way than the marker. The warmth of a 
mouth passed over my skin. Teeth bit into my neck. | jerked my head away, more surprised than hurt. "Uh." 


"| said, don't fucking squirm, you pus-sy." 


The last word didn't sound like an insult to me, more like a dirty nickname. "How the fuck am | supposed not to 


squirm when you're-" 

"Shut up." 

When his teeth nipped again, at the sensitive skin near my armpit, | tensed, but didn't flinch. A wet lick 
followed, then teeth again. More tongue. | pulled in my lower lip, offered more of my back to these teeth. And 
to the tongue. And teeth-0h shit. 

Just as my breath sped up, he moved away, his warmth replaced with the tickling of the pen again. 

This was far from my idea of spending an afternoon with James, but it wasn't all that bad either: his hands 
frisked over patches of skin here and there; the pen scratched; from time to time his crotch pushed down on 
my ass. At least | wasn't the only one with a body part screaming for attention Small consolation though, since 


he seemed preoccupied with his "project." 


To distract myself from thinking about what I'd rather have James do to me instead, | focused on following 
the marker. It was hard; | kept losing track. 


| lifted my head. "James?" 

"What?" 

"What is it?" 

"Wouldn't you like to know. Don't squirm." Fingers dug into my ribs. 

| winced. "I'm not-" 

"Shhh. If | lose my concentration and fuck up, you gonna look like a jerk" 


"Like I'm not going to look like a jerk anyway." 


"Shhh." 

| let my head drop to the pillow. Maybe it was a "Let's fuck with Newkid" day after all 

Possibilities filled my head; tattoos I'd seen on other people came to mind first: dragons, crosses, anchors, 

naked chicks with huge boobs, or, considering James was probably out to fuck with me, naked guys with huge 
_ Ugh. 

Another image floated out of the corner of my mind: a heart. A big, red heart, like the one I'd drawn in my 

sixth grade composition notebook for Jennie-what was her last name? Hensky? Hender?—who'd once let me kiss 

her in the coat closet. | was going to marry her and we were going to live in a little house with green 

shutters. I'd forgotten Jennie's last name, but | still remembered the warm softness of her lips and their taste 

of strawberry bubble gum and home-made cookies. "JH + JN" inside a red heart-that's what l'd drawn for 

her. 

"JH + JN" inside a red heart-that's what, for a second, | imagined James drawing on my back. 

| pushed my mouth into the pillow to muffle the laughter, but it didn't help. In the next moment my head was 

yanked up and back. Breath of beer skimmed over my cheek. Whiskers scratched. The grip on my hair 

tightened. No, James felt nothing like Jennie, the Pigtail Girl. 

"What's so funny?" 


"Nothing." | shook my head. There was no way | would tell him, no way. | shook my head again, trying to make 


my voice sound more convincing when | forced through my teeth, "Nothing, | swear." 


"Then don't fucking move. Jesus Christ, you're like a twelve year old girl” With a swat at my head, he let go of 


my hair and resumed drawing. 


My cock jumped, or tried to jump, trapped between my belly and the bed. | reached back and fumbled for his 
hand. | dragged it to my crotch. 


"Does it feel like a twelve year old girl to you? Does it?" 

He squeezed my cock through my jeans and laughed. "Are you trying to impress me?" 
"And aren't you impressed?" | couldn't help the silly grin spreading across my face. 
He laughed again. "When | write home, | sure as fuck won't be writing about this." 


Well, what he said could be interpreted two ways. | hoped. | also hoped his hand would stay right where it was, 
but James had other plans. 


After a few more minutes of scratching my back with the markers, he finally said, "Done." 

| glanced over my shoulder-James was admiring his work of art 

"Not bad, not fucking bad at all, man" He capped the pens. 

"Yeah, aren't you fucking talented” 

He dropped the pens on the pillow. His fingers traced the design-or maybe only parts of it; | couldn't tell-then 
crawled into my hair. He spread himself over me, all hard and warm, setting his elbows on either side of my 
head 


"You're dying to know what it is." He brushed my hair from my eyes and tucked it behind my ear. 


The neon sign in my head morphed into a red heart. With "JH + JN" inside it. | pushed back against him. "No, 


not anymore." 
"Liar" He nuzzled my hair. "You're such a fucking liar." 
The marker traces burnt my back. His breath burnt my neck. The pillow burnt my cheek. 


"You know what happens when you lie?" With a thumb hooked under my jaw, he dragged my head up. His 
fingers pressed to my lips. 


"What?" Tentatively, | slipped my tongue out to lick at his fingers. My heart bouncing around my chest, | pulled 
his middle finger into my mouth. | sucked on it, mindless of the strain in my neck, mindless of the lack of air in 


my lungs. 


The tip of his finger ran along the line of my teeth, over my Tongue, then settled into a steady rhythm: in- 
out-in-out. Yes-yes-yes-yes, it was going to happen-my brain translated the universal language of foreplay. 


| sucked harder. 

His head dropped to my shoulder. 

| bucked against him. 

His voice was a rasp of need in my ear, "Jay . . 

Like a puppy starved for attention, | rubbed my cheek against him-against his cheek, his jaw, anything, as long 


as it was James. | started rolling, reaching to seize more of him, when a shrill of the phone cut through the 


mush in my head. 


We both froze. 


| blinked The space around us seemed too bright, too big, like that time, years ago, when in the middle of a 
movie the lights had been suddenly turned on in the theater, and I'd been caught with my hand up my 
girlfriend's skirt. 


The phone kept ringing. 


"Fuck." James slid off me and reached to answer it. "Yeah," he rumbled into the receiver, and after a few 


seconds, slammed it into its base. "Good morning sunshine. It's your fucking wake-up call." 


"Shit." | flopped onto my back. My chest heaved | totally forgot. "| have a phone interview in, like, ten minutes." 


Almost. To think we were almost . . . Fuck. Fucking interview. 


"An interview?" His knee rubbed the side of my thigh and forced itself between my legs. "Well then try not to 
fuck it up by saying some stupid shit” 


Still on his side, he leaned over me. The pad of his thumb traced the outline of my lips. In a growling whisper 


that threatened to melt my brain, he said, "Sometimes your mouth is so fucking useless." 
His breath skated over my mouth. And then his mouth touched to mine. 


I'd gotten used to the moustache that invariably tickled under my nose-"Are you fucking nuts, Jay?" he had 
told me. "l'm not shaving it off for you."-but the greed of his mouth still shocked me every time without fail. 
Snatching a fistful of his shirt, | opened up for his tongue, then went after it and chased it back into his 
mouth. His hand held the back of my head, pushing me deeper into his mouth. He bit my lips, sucked on them, 


swallowing my breath. 


Too soon, he pulled away. "You're so easy," he said, panting. The blue of his eyes sparkled and the accompanying 
grin wasn't his usual predatory kind. 


"Yeah." | pulled his free hand to my face. A smile tugged at my lips when his palm caressed a circle over my 
cheek. This wasn't the Mighty Het, roaring voice and best rhythm guitar in metal, who used to make me wish | 
had married Jennie the Pigtail Girl instead of joining the band, and despite this, or maybe because of it, to 
whom | was drawn like a moth to a flame. This was James, the guy with rough, yet surprisingly gentle hands, 
who, I'd discovered, had a weakness for kissing my belly button; the guy | fell for. "Yeah, I'm easy." 

"Don't wash it off" He patted my back. "Not until the shower after the gig tonight, okay?" 

| nodded. Through heavy-lidded eyes, | watched him push himself off the bed. 


"One more thing." He pressed his hand to my fly. This time, his grin did remind me of a shark. "No jacking off." 


Well, yeah. The Mighty Het was back. 


| was sure he would jack off first thing after he got back to his room, but, the way he had worked me up, | 
would have agreed to anything. "Okay," | said. 


"Promise?" 

"Promise." 

"You're so fucking easy, Jay." 

| still heard his laughter after the door clicked shut behind him. 

The pens on the sheet caught my eye-regular Crayola, black and red. At least they werent permanent. 


My thoughts drifted back to the "art project" | rolled onto my back and rubbed myself against the sheets, as 


if it would help reveal the design. Of course, | could always look in the mirror. 


| could. Or, | could stay here and flirt with the idea that James had decorated my back with our initials 


surrounded by a red heart. 


| lifted my shoulder a little, craned my neck to see what | could make out. A thick black line ran all the way to 
the top of the left shoulder, with blotches of black and red below it. Didn't look like a part of anything in 


particular, but still, there could be a heart there, somewhere, in the middle maybe. 

All night | would play branded with this, whatever it was, and nobody would have a fucking clue, just me and 
James. Changing in the dressing room could be tricky; | imagined Lars-Kirk probably wouldn't give a shit 
anyway-staring from across the room. "Man, what the fuck's that on your back?" 

A red heart, with "JH + JN" inside it. 


Yeah, | wished. But thinking that it might be a heart, made me all fuzzy inside. 


Back on my belly, | yanked my hair away from my neck, the way James had done it. His growl vibrated in my 
head. Don't wash it, not until the shower. 


Even if | wanted to, | couldn't reach all the places on my back, and besides, the markers even though not 


permanent would be a bitch to wash off. 


But first, | had to get through the gig, which meant two hours of James smirking at me, slapping me on the 
back, getting a kick out of our little colorful secret and out of my hard-on that certainly wouldn't be a secret, 


and then... 


The shower. 


A wave of heat rolled through my stomach at the thought of the promise these words carried. | drew in a 


lungful of lazy, afternoon air, and with it, a faint scent of James. 

All the scrubbing he would do on my back. Strong, soapy hands roaming my skin. A suds-covered chest 
pressed to my back, while my chest was pressed hard to the wall. Cold tiles against my chest, warm chest 
against my back. My palms, my cheek-flat against the wall. Legs spread apart. James pushing against me, 
pushing into me. 


After the gig, in the shower. 


The possibility that our date in the shower would end up with me regretting—again-James had ever laid his 


eyes on me, didn't discourage me at all. The odds worked in my favor. 
| shoved my hands under the pillow to keep them out of my pants. Yeah. | humped the mattress. Fuck, yeah. 


| had a feeling it was going to be a good day after all. 


(end) 


